THE AGE OF SUFFERING

return, three times at least, to ask for a map or the guide for tomorrow's
stage, neither of which could ever be found since they had slipped down
behind the seat.

"And the flowers, my lord?" Gugliemo would ask.

Gugliemo loved saying "my lord" in front of the hotel staff. It made
the little company's importance immediately clear.

Pemrose would make a vague, despairing gesture from the steps.

"It can't be helped," he would say; "they'll be withered by to-
morrow."

Pemrose would enter the hall, his head turning questingly from side
to side, his nose in the air, glancing at the pictures on the wall, and
climb the stairs or allow himself to be taken up in the lift.

Basil's and Jean-Noel's rooms were always next to each other, if not
communicating, and it might happen that they shared the same bath-
room. They always warned each other when they were going to use it
and never clashed. "There you are, my dear; the bathroom's yours,"
and a door would shut.

After dinner they went early to bed. There was always a moment of
uncertainty in the passage, on the threshold of their rooms. Basil
always seemed to have something to say that he could never express.
Sometimes Jean-Noel would go into Basil's room, consult the guide-
books with him, listen to a story, a commentary, a reminiscence con-
cerning the countryside they were to cross. And then he would leave
him, and the light would remain on a long tune in Pemrose's room
while Jean-Noel slept the sleep of youth.

When Jean-Noel came down the first morning, he asked for his bill
at the desk.

" It's already been paid, Monsieur/' the cashier replied.

"Dear Basil, you really can't do that," said Jean-Noel as he got into
the car. "I can't allow it."

"Yes, yes, of course you can," replied Pemrose.  "You'll wound me
if you mention it.   Besides, I never bother about things like that.
Gugliemo does it all; it's so much simpler!   Do as I do, don't think
about it.  Oh! Look at that ravishing old wall with the creeper!  Too^
lovely!"
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San Remo was only another Monte Carlo; Portofino seemed to be a
replica of Saint Tropez; and the little villages strung along the road
were no different at first sight from Saint-Paul-de-Vence, Grimaud or
old Gagnes.

Jean-Noel had to await the revelation till they reached Lucca. But
when they travelled down that road lined with rowan-trees, when they
reached the high rose-coloured ramparts topped by enormous plane-
trees like plumes on a crown, when they entered the little town with
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